THE   TECHNICIAN  WRITES  ME

very far. The islands in midstream were surrounded by willow trees.
We would moor our boat to one of the trunks, stretch out beside
each other on the bottom of the craft, and that day'we would row
no farther.

'Do you know,' Florence would ask, 'what in this: country we call
a butterfly kiss?'

I did not know but I was quite willing to learn.

'As for me/ Florence would say provocatively, 1 have never liked
French kisses.'

I would try to make her change her mind. Thus the hours fled.
When evening fell, the continuous sound of laughter, of sighs and
songs would rise from the innumerable boats that encircled the
islands. What charming irresponsible days 'written on water' I
have passed thus between Richmond and Kew beneath the willow
trees of the happy isles.

These pleasures of the enchanted isle, however, were not without
danger. First of all, one had to be careful of the ride which is quite
strong in the Thames. Sometimes in the sweetness of the hours
Florence and I would forget to let out the painter of our boat and
we would suddenly discover that the river had receded so far that
the bow was hanging in mid-air. To avoid a catastrophe, I would
have to clamber the length of the boat up to the bow and release the
rope which had jammed under tension and refused to run. Nearby
couples would be entertained at our plight and blond heads would
shake with laughter in the moonlight.

The second and more serious danger was love. Florence was en-
gaged to a rich banker in Riga who had been the boarder of the year
before; she was to leave at the end of August to marry him. It was
sad to acquiesce in losing her so soon. But what had I to offer?
When the day came, I went to see her off on the boat in company
with her mother and sisters. In travelling costume she looked, as
Stendhal would have said, divine. She took me to her cabin:

'Why don't you make the crossing with me?* she implored ...
*You can go directly from Riga to France and we'll have a week
more of happiness.*
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